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who nodded, and then I said "Right!" and opened
the throttles. Up the hill we ran, slowly, slowly gather-
ing speed. Just about opposite the ancient Nissen
hut we came off, and for a moment seemed to climb
well, to about 70 feet. But short-lived was to be our
triumph. The ground fell away, and we fell with it,
sucked down. Soon I must turn, or strike rising
ground; moreover, I must get round inside the little
foothills to the right. As I turned, so I sank, in
fact and in heart. The dipped right wing sang
over the ground, 50 feet, 20 feet, 10 feet below. I
was rushing down wind now, at perhaps 95 m.p.h.
ground speed. I must raise my right wing, or it would
hit. Then "Valkyrie" drifted, turning flat. Great
God! Must I hit? I prepared to make contact, for
all appeared up. My one mad idea was to get that
drift off, so that if strike we must it should be without
that sickening sideway. With all my might I heaved
on the rudder to neutralize the skid. "Valkyrie"
shuddered and straightened; but the crisis was past.
The down current had done its worst.

We shot up again and flew on. My heart beat once
again. Then for twelve agonizing minutes I battled
and fought, fought for "Valkyrie" and for safety.
Always seeking, seeking for the up currents, watching
the trembling needle of the statoscope. So we circled
round the airlocked basin, ducking up and down on
invisible waves, helpless in the grip of the forces of
nature. I looked at Stent once or twice; and he seemed
grey and grown old. The leap and collapse of the air
currents was a perpetual miracle; and o'ertop them as
we would, we were caught by the inexorable vortex.
Once we rose to 200 feet, but at ,the end of a quarter